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IN OUR HANDS LIKE DUST 
(to Tomorrow Belongs to Me) 

The stars in the heavens are for everyone. 

The worlds in their orbits are free. 

We'll gather together to greet the sun. 

Tomorrow belongs to me. 

The fields of Earth are soothing and green. 

Calm sky gives its blue to the sea. 

But somewhere a glory waits unseen. 

Tomorrow belongs to me. 

The man in the city is closing his eyes. 

The farmer's asleep in his fields. 

But soon there's a whisper: "Arise! Arise! 

Tomorrow belongs to me!" 

The sun shines on Earth, as it shines out to Mars. 

Now here, on our Earth, held are we. 

But, working together, we'll reach the stars! 

Tomorrow belongs to me! 

The stars are there, waiting. They won't come to us. 
We‘must make our own destiny. 

We can hold the stars in our hands like dust. 

Tomorrow belongs, tomorrow belongs, tomorrow belongs 



to me! 


The stars are there, waiting. They won't come to us. 

We MUST make our own destiny. 

We SHALL hold the stars in our hands like dust. 

Tomorrow belongs, tomorrow belongs, tomorrow belongs to me! 
Tomorrow belongs, tomorrow belongs, tomorrow belongs to me! 





COUPLETS FOR A DEPARTURE 

(Cat-burgled froir .r 2 Fish) 

Lukewarm julep in my h nu 
Cold moon over a stifling, id. 

Georgia moon, shine down ' me; 

Getting old at forty-three. 

Jo's at school, my wife's asleep- 
I wish this hour of peace would keep. 

How does love begin to die? 

With what quarrel? With what lie? 

No use tracing what we've said; 

All that counts is, love is dead. 

Take off the ring, unmake the vow... 
And where in Hell should I go now? 

Too soon for grief, too late for fear; 
I only know I can't stay here. 

White stars dust the moon-washed sky, 
Sing like sirens, "Come and fly!" 

Years before I got these scars, 

When I was young, I dreamed of stars. 





Countless worlds that dot the night-- 
They'll give me room enough for flight. 
If no one here can use my skill, 
Somewhere out there, someone will. 

I may find some peace out there, 

But will I find love anywhere? 


THE ESCAPE 

(stolen from Julia Ecklar) 
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Hell of a choice -- your job or my life. 

Shit, it’s just like the Army again. 

I gave up that hero bit -- God, years ago. 

And now you want to start it again. 

Well, to hell with your mission, to hell with him. 

Man, you aren't the reason that I'm goin' in. 

You can't catch a Snake 'less you come from behind. 

And I won't turn my back, man, on you. 

I'll play your damn hero; you should forfeit your life. 

But you'll live so this day you can rue. 

And I'll teach you just what you can do. 

It was never my way to do favors when asked. 

But this favor is written in red. 

And it's my blood that spills if this rescue game fails. 

If I lose him or I find out he's dead. 

But you won't win that easy 'cause I fall too hard. 

And you'll never quite know just who's holding the cards. 
I'll find my way out like a Snake in the grass. 

I control this more than you'd believe. 

You can lie to me, cheat me 'til my tricks are all gone. 

But there's always one more up my sleeve. 

And you'll see it before this Snake leaves. 

I don't need your help or your men or you plans; 

They're like friends -- they just get in the way. 

So send me on in, 'cause I won't be had; 

Oh, you'll have to work hard for that day. 

But let's get it over before it's too late; 

Send me to fight for you inside Hell's Gate. 

You can't catch a Snake 'less you come from behind. 

But you tell me that you're not a fool. 

Just hold on to that thought, it's not valid too long. 

Just wait 'til you see how I move. 

And this is just part of what I can do. the enemy WITHIN 



(strong-armed from Leslie Fish) 



The scar of rage is on my head, 

The life-scars on my hands. 

We both stood here, an instant gone, 
Where now one only stands-- 
Where now one only stands. 

I've seen the monster at the core 
No man should ever see, 

And I've seen my angel, weak and pale, 
And both of them are me-- 
And both of them are me! 

I feel my strength roll back to me, 

But now I know its source; 

And I know how weak the ruling hand 
That keeps the beast on course-- 
That keeps the beast on course. 

What forces chain this warring pair? 
What gulfs lie in between? 

No hope in hell that I'll forget 
The grim, grey truth I've seen-- 
The grim, grey truth I've seen. 

The wolf goes back to harness now. 

The cool mind rides above. 

The doubts live on to shake my sleep... 
From which of these grows love? 

Cold stars! 

Can both of these know love? 
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ETERNAL LOSER 

(finagled from Leslie Fish) 


I loved a girl named Ruth, once, but lost her-on my way. 

I saw her shadow walking on a shore-leave world today. 

And now it's time for going. I leave this world behind. 

I've even lost her shadow, save the one left on my mind. 

I loved dark Miramanee on a world called Paradise, 

And dreamed away a season there, my years drowned in her eyes. 
All duty was forgotten, all thought of death denied. 

I held her in my arms all night, and in my arms she died. 

I loved sweet bright-eyed Edith outside Time's written line. 
She told me all her secrets, and I never told her mine. 

My world's survival waited, past all I could devise. 

I kept a friend from saving her. She fell before my eyes. 

There was a maid named Rayna, once, immortal and unknown. 

I battled with Methuselah to have her love alone. 

Her battle was the harder; too fierce, too bitter-sweet. 

It tore her untried heart in two. She crumbled at my feet. 



I love them and I lose them, and too many times they die. 

I come home broken-harted, and back to my star I fly. 

My steel-and-stardr^ve-lady, I keep no love but you-- 

And when this mission's over, I suppose you'll leave me too. 



0.1.D HEN'S SONG 

(to Mhostridcrs in the Sky) 

(Snitched from Cheryl White) 

CHORUS: Do not flee; 

You can't hide. 

Darth Vader rules the Skies! 

A Jedi Knight went ranging out one dark and starless day, 

And stopped to rest at a spaceport bar as he went along his way. 

When all at once, he felt a stir, a foreboding traitor^s cry, 

And a voice that spoke within his soul, said, "I'll get you Knight Jedi*' 
CHORUS 6 

Storrnt roopers march throughout the streets, they beckon to his call. 
Rebels are the ones they seek, to kill them one and all. 

But Vader knows his enemies; he searches far and wide. 

"If it takes a hundred years or more, I'll find you, Knight Jedi!" 

CHORUS 

Twenty years have come and gone on a world that knows no rain. 

The Jedi Knight, an old man now, whose brothers all lay slain. 

A bastard name, a weary heart, and still he hears the cry, 

"Teacher you have taught me well. I'll find you, Knight Jedi!" 

CHORUS 

A Jedi Knight went ranging out one hot and dusty day, 

And stopped to help a poor farm boy as he went along his way, 

When all at once, he knew that face, and his heart did swell with pride! 
"Vader, I have got you now. This boy be Knight Jedi!" 

CHORUS 

My mortal life is over now; I can no longer fight. 

I leave you with your father's power, the sword of truth and light. 

The rebal cause is in your hands, the burden you must bear. 

May the Force be with you boy; I leave you in Its care. 

ALTERNATE CHORUS: 

Do not flee; 

You can't hide. 

A traitor must always die! 


THE BALLAD OF TRANSPORT EIGHTEEN 
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(Thank ghod for Leslie Fish!) 


CHORUS: So pity us poor sailors, wherever we roam, 

For there's no guarantee that we'll ever come home. 

We were thirty-eight crewmen on transport eighteen. 

The hour was late and the talk was obscene, 

When the raiders streaked down and their bright laser cut 
Some twenty-odd holes through her steel-plated gut. 

CHORUS 


All the engines were dead and the life systems shot, 
And the ship leaking air like the steam of a pot. 

When the crew was accounted, and all damage told, 

The last air-tight chamber was the fifth cargo hold. 

So we yelled S.O.S. with our beacons and flares, 

And we ran for the hold by the last standing stairs. 
We sealed off the ports and we gave a great cheer 
When we found that the cargo was twelve tons of beer. 

CHORUS 



We were fairly well mellowed when our answer cam through, 

Via transporter sparkle and a brief flash of blue. 

'Twas a space-suited Navy man, calm and correct, 

Though his green pointed ears weren't quite what you'd expect. 

He raised one long eyebrow as he noted our fun, 

And he calmly announced that our troubles weren't done; 

For his ship was off fighting the raiders alone, 

So we'd have to reach safety somehow on our own. 

CHORUS 

He said, "There's a space station, not far at all 
We could reach in two days at a jet-powered crawl. 

Now jets are quite simple; we could build one from here -- 
Just a valve-line to the surface from one tank of beer." 

So we cheered our salvation and we mourned for the brew 
As we sealed on the pipes as he showed us to do. 

Then we opened the fuel line with the ship aimed toward home, 
And we rode to the station on a long wake of foam. 

CHORUS 

So at last, when the ship came to take us in tow, 

Just an hour from the station with three tanks to go, 

We drank up the fuel and were feeling no pfain 
When the Navy man left us with a look of disdain. 

CHORUS: So cheer for us sailors riding in on the foam. 

We were drunker than lords by the time we got home! 




YOU FILL UP MY SENSORS 

(stolen, I think, from Linda Lakin, et al.) 

You fill up my sensors like a giant amoeba, 

Like a big planet eater, like a Tholian webb, 

Like a Romulan warship, like a Klingon destroyer. 

You fill up my sensors, come fill me again. 

Come let me probe you, let me scan your dimensions. 

Let my data run for you, let my circuits run free. 

Let my microchips know you, all my programs run for you. 
Come let me probe you, come probe me again. 


You fill my sensors like a star going nova, 

Like a photon exploding, like the Galaxy's edge. 

Like the Antares maelstrom, like the storms of Mutara 
You fill up my sensors, come fill me again. 
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COMI-: Till*: RAINBOW (JOHNNY'S CONK FOR A SOLDIKR) 


(finally culled from an audio tape from Kamp Khan, 
three or four reference books from the Houston 
Public Library (courtesy Cynthia Lockwood) and 
the Peter, Paul and Mary Songbook) (we go to great 
lengths to steal!) 

CHORUS: Shule, shule, Shule a roo 

Shule a rak shak, shule a baba coo 
When I saw my Sally Babby Beal 
Come bibble in the boo shy Lorey. 

Here I sit on Buttermilk Hill; 

Who could blame me cry my fill; 

Ev'ry tear would turn a mill, 

Johnny's gone for a soldier 
CHORUS 

I sold my flax, I sold my wheel 
To buy my love a sword of steel ; 

So it in battle he might wield, 

Johnny's gone for a soldier; 

Oh, my baby, oh, my love, 

Gone the rainbow, gone the dove; 

Your father was my only love; 

Johnny's gone for a soldier. 



CHORUS 



BONES 



(rented from Leslie Fish) 

CHORUS; Oh, there's aches and pains and wounds and sprains 
And a space-borne plague or two. 

So I'll do my best -- I'll run another test 
And pour myself another mug of brew. 

Oh, I could have worked on a research staff. 

I could have been stationed on the sea, 

Or dug a cozy niche in Diseases of the Rich, 

But that wasn't good enough for me. (Oh, no!) 

I was tired of the land, of diseases that were bland, 

And some troubles that I didn't care to face. 

So, now I wake each morning to the intercom's warning 
And I wonder why I ever went to space! 

CHORUS 

Now I serve a starship's crew, with a million things to do, 

And a headache that I really can't afford, 

And some crewman's got a pet that I haven't studied yet... 

Well, at least I must admit I'm never bored. 

Half the calls I receive Mayo Clinic won't believe, 

I get sex-lives of the birds on Altair Five. 

I get fungus that eats glass, I get boils on the ass, 

And I somehow get the crew back home alive. 

CHORUS . . . (Thank you!) 

I get psychos running loose, I get ailing Vegan moose, 

And hallucinogenic mists upon the breeze. 

I get viral plagues from Mars, and neurotics from the stars -- 
Tell me what am I supposed to do with these? 

But when the battle's won, and the rush and worry's done, 

And I've got some time to wonder why I'm here, 

When I weigh the life that's mine with the one I left behind, 
What the hell, I guess I'll stay another year! 

CHORUS ...(Thank you! Have one too!) 


* 


ry • 




DIRTY KIRK SONG 
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(borrowed from Cheryl White & Jeanne Cloud) 

CHORUS: Oh, swing those balls around, Kirk! 

They almost touch the ground, Kirk! 
That fornicatin', masturbatin' 

Son of a slime-worm, Kirk. 



Oh, Kirk, he had an officer, 

He loved him like a brother. 

And every night by Orion's light 
They loved to screw each other. 

And then one night that officer, 

That able little nipper, 

Stuck a phaser up his nader 
And he feminized the skipper. 

CHORUS 

Now, Kirk, he has been Vulcanized; 

He feels he must get even. 

So he had Spock's rocks transporterized 
To outer Klingon region. 


When Sarek heard what Kirk had done, 

He called T'Pau and told her, 

And to this day, if you pass that way, 

The Council’s filled with laughter. 

CHORUS 

Now, Leila kept some Spores, you know, 
With which to catch her lover. 

But when she heard Spock's lisping words, 
She turned and ran for cover. 

Oh, Janice Lester, tell the truth, 

}o you still want the skipper? 

Even tho' - it's a tale of woe - 
You wouldn't need a zipper! 

CHORUS 



DADDY'S LITTLE GIRL 

(embezzled from Julia M. Ecklar) 

Daddy's little girl grew up one night last fall 
When Mommy died beneath the kitchen stairs. 

And now they're crying anger 'cause we won't come when they call 
And they won't let us find peace anywhere. 

Oh, but if they ever hold us, I fear what I might hurl; 

For though they've never told us, Daddy's girl'can burn the world. 

Fire! Fire! Fire! 

Put the baby in the pen. 

Fire! Fire! Fire! 

Is the lady's only friend. 

And if they dare the darkness and try to hem us in, 

Daddy's little girl forgets the past 
And they'll find their Fire-starter's grown up fast. 

Stallions running madly with manes and tails of flame; 

Pounding through my dreams in nightmare herds. 

Just running, always running, not out-distancing the pain; 

But Daddy's girl could end it in a word. 

But I never want to hurt them, for I know that would be bad. 

But they push and hate and scare us; they don't know all I have 
I have Fire! Fire! Fire! 

To bring monsters in the night. 

Oh, Fire! Fire! Fire! 

Burns my life in hellish light. 

Burning hands and burning hair; must I burn all I see? 

Fury and the fire are close friends 
And the fire-starting nightmare never ends. 

9 

And a year is spent inside, learning how to wield a burn. 

Light your match before your eye could see. 

But now something's going wrong and we're trapped around each t-urn 
Locked within a cell without a key. 

And there's nowhere left to run to and there's nowhere left to turn. 

And there's nothing left to run for, but there's something left to burn. 
Oh, Fire! Fire! Fire! 6 

Warms the willow trees at night. 

Oh, Fire! Fire! Fire! 

Will make everthing all right. 

Destroy my life and family as if you all were gods; 

But you taught Daddy's girl that game, you fools 
And Fire-starters don't pltay by the rules. 
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CENTAURI FAIR 

(ripped off from Jordin Kare) 

Oli, are you going to Centauri Fair? 
Starship flight and travel in time. 
Remember me to one who lives there, 
For she once was a true love of mine. 


(Man's verses) 

Tell her to take from a comet its tail, 

Starship flight and travel in time, 

And sail the stars on a great silver sail, 

For then she'll be a true love of mine. 

Tell her to find me a planet of gold, 

Starship flight and travel in time, 

A world where men need never grow old, 

For then she'll be a true love of mine. 

Tell her to follow' the seconds' swift way, 
Starship flight and travel in time, 

And change the pattern of yesterday, 

For then she'll be a true love of mine. 

(Woman's verses) 

Oh, will you fashion a fine wedding band, 

Starship flight and travel in time, 

From the dwarf star's heart, for my left hand, 

Or never be a true love of mine. 

Oh, will you make a machine that is wise, 

Starship flight and travel in time, 

And learn from it why lovers tell lies, 

Or never be a true love of mine. 

And when all is done, then the whispers of space, 
Starship flight and travel in time, 

Will call you on to our trysting place, 

And then you'll be a true love of mine. 

(Both) 



Oh, are you going to Centauri Fair? 
Starship flight and travel in time. 
Remember me to one who live there, 

For once was a truelove of mine 


IRON MISTRESS 

(who else? - Fish) 

Iron Mistress, let me go, just a day, an hour or so, 

To touch the dream I never know with your cold arms around me. 

But do I want my liberty out here on the shoreless sea? 

I've even loved your jealousy, straight from the day you bound me. 

Iron Mistress, let me sleep between the watches I must keep. 

bet me know some other deep than the stars to which you've thrown me. 

Your silent mercies, ill-defined, lock me up inside my mind, 

Cut me off from my own kind. Such is the love you've shown me. 

Queen of darkness, more than fair, for your lover do you care? 

No human rival will you bear, sometimes allow a brother. 

Iron lady, queen of strife, you're my only home and wife. 

I know I'm bound to you for life, nor would I have another. 


MISS PIGGY 
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(hi-jacked from Linda White) 

CHORUS: Miss Piggy's in the Captain's cabin and the ship's on Red Alert. 

The Captain should be on the bridge, but how that pig can flirt! 
430 voice rise in desperate concern; 

Miss Piggy's in the Captain's cabin and the ship's on Red Alert! 

Mr. Spock when home to see his mother and his dad; 

He was only gone a day or two, that loyal Vulcan lad. 

When he came back, he found the whole darn crew was hopping mad; 

Two days gone, he never thought that things could get this bad. 

CHORUS 

Oh, Doc McCoy and Mr. Scott, their tempers on the rise, 

Cried, "Mr. Spock, we're glad you're back; you're in for a surprise. 

We've got to tell you everything," they said with mournful sighs, 

"The Captain's fallen for a pig with big and sultry eyes!" 

CHORUS 

Spock showed no emotion as he stepped up to the con, 

But his voice, it shook with fury as he used the intercom, 

"Security, all meet me on Deck 5 with phasers drawn. 

The ship's on Red Alert; the bridge is where Jim Kirk belongs!" 

CHORUS 

Down the corridor came five crewmen at a jog; 

The sight that met their eyes left everyone of them agog. 

The Captain stumbled through the door, his mind was in a fog; 

Miss Piggy had rejected him in favor of a frog! 

CHORUS 

The Captain was depressed for days, he hid in the latrine. 

At last, he asked of Mr. Spock, "How could she be so mean? 

To dump me for a puny frog." The Vulcan's eyes did gleam. 

"I felt she showed exquisite taste; after all, the frog was ereen!" 

CHORUS 


SING ME A SONG 

CHORUS: So sing me a, sing me a, sing me a song in the morning, 

Sing me a, sing me a, sing me a song of your dreams. 
Sing me a, sing me a song of life that's aborning. 

Sing me of sadness, sing me of gladness, 

Sing me of laughter and tears. 

All life is an echo, 

A pale little echo of what we desire. 

Living our lives for our dreaming, 

For our dreams, and the songs they inspire. 

CHORUS 

All we do is as nothing; 

Our work will all fade when we die. 

But the dreams, the ideals that we've worked for 
Can't be seen or tasted or touched, but they survive. 

CHORUS 

Sing me a song of two lovers; 

Now sing of two lovers still alive. 

All, now dead and forgotten, 

But here, in the song, their love's alive! 

CHORUS 

Think now of all this world's battles; 

Remember the soldiers who have died. 

Kingdoms they fought for, forgotten, 

But the songs they sung while they fought still survive. 

CHORUS 

(Repeat 1st verse) 
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THE TREKKER 
(to "The Boxer") 

(filched from Cheryl White & Jeanne Cloud) 

Oh, my name it is the Trekker and my story must he told 
Of money spent on fanzines, pointed ears, tarnished IDICs 
and erotic Kirk dolls. 1 

There are buttons, slides and pictures, books and bumper stickers, too. 

I am building a collection; looks as though I'm gonna have 
to add a room or two. 

On the wall, 

There's "Kirk Enslaved" with lights and matted, he stands six feet tall. 
La- la-la-la-la-la-la-la-la-la. 

Now I m writing my first story, blood and gore, will Kirk pull through? 
ut the brightest girl in all the Fleet is there to save the ship* 
her name is Mary Sue. 

The logical First Officer conducts no life of sin, 

Except once every seven years, he goes amuck and dares someone to 
challenge him. 

Pon Farr again! 

It seems It happens every time that I take up my pen. 

Lay-lay-lay-lay-lay-lay-lay-lay-lay-lay. 

Oh, an alien's got the Big Three, puts them sorely through 
their trials. 

Kirk is bleeding, Spock’s receding, and McCoy is there attending 
to them all the while. 

w? 1 . 1, i 1 ^ 6 "S el j-en!" stories have our Kirk in a dark and lonely place. 

With whLps and chains and mind-machines; we see the anguish written 
on our Vulcan's face. 

''He's hurt, my friend!" 

I m a doctor, not a tailor, but I'll patch him up again." 

Lie-lie-lie-lie-lie-lie-lie-lie-lie-lie. 

A V ? r X- t , ime , th ??, golden lock falls down, it drives our Vulcan wild. 

And Kirk, he likes the Vulcan bod; we see the devilish 
gleam behind the charming smile. 

Putting pen again to paper, seems I cannot write enough. 

It s Kirk and Spock, then add McCoy; the stories grow. I love 
to see them in the buff. 

K/S is fun! 

It seems that I can have them mate with just about anyone. 
Gay-gay-gay-gay-gay-gay-gay-gay-gay-gay. 

Well, my stories lie in numbers far too numerous to conceive. 

Stacked in hallways, doorways, in the bath; I get the thought, 
l think that I will publish these." 

Now I'm editing my first fanzine; I get stories by the ton. 

The Post Offal ate the artwork, the copy smeared, I don't have 
help from anyone. 

I declare! 

My husband's gone and left me, moved the kids to Delaware. 

Bye-bye-bye-bye-bye-bye-bye-bye-bye-bye. 






MY STARSHIP 

(ripped off from Linda Laken et al.) 

My starship has a first name -- it's E-N-T-E-R; 
My starship has a second name -- it's P-R-I-S-E. 

Oh, I love to fly her every day 
And if you ask me "Why?", I'll say -- 
"I gave my Admiral stripes away 
So I could fly out thataway!" 


THE CAPTAIN IS A FATHER TO HIS CREW 
(STARSHIP UNITY) 
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My father is the Captain of the Starship Unity. 

And me and mama live on board to keep him company. 

But I am at an age when I am anxious to be wed 
And now I must go and get approval from me Dad. 

Oh, Johnny is fine and Johnny is fair and wishes me to wed. 

And I would marry Johnny, but me father up and said, 

"I hate to tell you, daughter, what you mother never knew; 

That tentacled mess is a son of mine, and so be kin to you." 

Oh, Jimmy is fine, with shining scales and sweet as he can be. 

And I would marry Jimmy, but me father said to me, 

"I hate to tell you, daughter, what you mother never knew; 

That hatchling is an egg of mine, and so be kin to you." 

Oh, Zarin, he is nine feet tall and covered with purple hair, 

And I would marry Zarin, but me father said, "Beware! 

I hate to tell you, darling girl, but it's the same old tale. 

And remembering what his mum was like, we're not sure that he's a male.' 


Well, Brian is made of Leyden air and rather hard to see. 

At least it doesn't look as though he's any kin to me. 

I said as much to Father and he said, "Girl, don't be flip! 
And never underestimate the captain of a ship!" 

Was ever there a maiden in such fine a fix as this? 

If all my father says is true, I'll die a single miss. 

For every single man on board is my own brother true. 

I'll go vind find my mother and I'll ask her what to do. 


"Well, tidy your antennae, girl, and comb your hair so blue. 

I've taught you that the Captain is a father to his crew. 

He may have made each female in the Galaxy, but still... 

He's not the critter that fathered you, so marry who you will!" 



TOGETHER 

Wherever they go, whatever they do 

They always go through it together. 

It's Jim, Spock and Len 

Those three Starfleet men 

When they please the fen, it's togethe 

Wherever Jim goes we know Spock goes. 
Wherever Spock goes the good Doc goes. 
Great brains, great brawn, great charm 
And moreso, together. 

It's Spock, Bones and Jim 
'Cause they follow him 
And whether it's movies or tube 
It's Jim and Bones 
Spock chaperones, 

Together, they've our gratitude. 


RUMORS 

(to "Rawhide") 


Rumors, rumors, rumors, 

Give those Trekkies rumors. 

From radiation tumors, Spock dies! 

We must just resurrect him, 

If Nimoy can direct him. 

Until then, the plot synopsis reads- 
Shove him in, blow it out, burn him up, 

Haul him out, wrap him up, blast him off, Spock dies! 

And endless lines of groupies 

Will pay to see our movies 

Soon we'll be living high and wide! 

Shove him in, blow it out, burn him up, 

Haul him out, wrap him up, blast him off Spock dies! 


r. 


and great torsoes 










POOR SPOCK IS DEAD 



THE GRANDFATHER CLOCK 


(converted (that legalese for "stolen”] from 
Linda Lakin, et al.) 

Poor Spock is dead...Oh, poor Spock is dead. 

All gather 'round his coffin now and sigh. (Now and sigh!) 

He had a heart of gold and he wasn't very old. 

Oh, why did such a feller have to die? 

• • 

Pocrr Spock is dead...Oh, poor Spock is dead. 

The radiation's finally told the tale. (Told the tale!) 

It completely fried his ears; made, him old beyond his years. 
The Geiger counter's going off the scale. 

Poor Spock^is gone...Oh, poor Spock is gone. 

There wasn t much of him that we could save. (We could save!) 
Just a fingernail or two and the sole of just one shoe. 

It wasn't worth the while to dig a grave. 

Poor Sppck is croaked...just laid down and choked. 

We put him in an empty photon shell. (Photon shell!) 

Piped him out and shot him free; played "Amazing" gracefully. 
The engine room will never lose the smell. 

Poor Spock is dead...Oh, poor Spock is dead. 

And here we are all smiling on the bridge. (On the bridge!) 
Lost a friend of twenty years and we never shed a tear 
Cause no one knows we stuck him in the fridge. 

Poor Spock. . .poor Spock... 


The grandfather clock was too large for the shelf 
So it stood ninety years on the floor. 

It was taller by half than the old man himself, 

Though it weighed not a pennyweight more. 

Though the years Lad ** ngealed Grandpa's brain to Malt-o-Meal, 
He'd one wish that could not be denied. 

For his will said to bury him in the clock 
When the old man died. 

Now Grandfather's grandfather built him the clock, 

And he built it like no clock before. 

But the son of a bitch built it so high and wide 
That we can't get it out of the door. 

So when Grandma'd been calmed and Grandpa had been embalmed, 

We discovered the clock was too vide. 

But the god-damned cadaver had gotten jammed, 

It was stuck inside. 

So old Grandpapa still resides in the hall, 

Here at 917 Cherry Lane. 

There he stands that old cuss, making faces at us, 

Which we try to ignore just the same. 

But we still think of him, as we haggard, pale and grim, 
Stagger into the cold morning's light. 

'Cause at odd times he's ringing the fucking chimes 
Every god-damned night. , 

So it's 3:22 a.m. Ding-dong! Ding-dong! 

My god, there goes Gramps again, Ding-dong! Ding-dong! 

At odd times he's ringing the fucking chimes, 

Every god-damned night. 



MAKING WOOKIES 

A spaceport bar on Tatooine 
She got a job as libertine 

And,now she's cornered -- nobody warned her 
'Bout making Wookics! 

A jazz musician done learned her in 
To her prediction -- her life of sin. 

Now she's repented -- 'cause she's consented 
To making Wookies! 

Anatomy can vary; 

Humans have only one. 

But when she saw big Harry's, 

They didn't double her fun. 

She feels so silly, 'cause she indulged 
Now that her belly's begun to bulge. 

So, planet lubbers -- use double rubbers 
When making Wookies! 



NEUTRAL ZONE, ROMULAN VIEW 9 

(robbed from Leslie Fish) 

Gods of my ancestors, guide my hands, 

Here on the borders of our sky; 

Guarding beyond our known home lands. 

Give me the strength to fight and die. 

Somewhere beyond these ranks of stars 
Fly strange ships of our alien foe, 

Armed with knowledge that is not ours, 

Steered by ethics we do not know. 

Many the years since first we met 
And clashed in the normal ways of war. 

They could have conquered; they might yet. 

We still don't know what they spared us for. 

Fiercely their strong ships beat us back, 

Yet all they asked was that war should cease. 
Cunning and courage they do not lack... 

Look: they have power but sue for peace. 

And so we watch on the border here 
For unknown dangers beyond our sky, 

In unadmitted but constant fear. 

Great gods, why did they spare us -- why? 


BALLAD OF THE BIRTHDAY BOY 

(to Hang Down Your Head, Tom Dooley) 

(pilfered from Cheryl White & Jeanne Cloud) 

CHORUS: Hang down your head, Kev Riley. 

Hang down your head and cry. 

When 01' Stone-Face finds you 
Poor lad you're bound to die. 



Met her in a cathouse 
On leave on Orion Four. 

For my birthday celebration 
The guys bought me a whore. 
CHORUS 

A green Orion slave girl 
Her name I never knew, 

Took me to the back room, 

But I knew not what to do. 
CHORUS 

I felt just like a schoolboy 
As she began to dance. 

Went into the bathroom 

And promptly shit my pants. 

CHORUS 

'Twas then the M.P.’s raided 
And tried to pick a fight. 

They took away my green girl 
And punched out all my lights. 
CHORUS 

I woke up sometime later 
Imagine my disgrace. 

In all my Irish glory 

Stood before me 01' Stone-Face! 
CHORUS 

The paint detail was waiting 
Poor Kevin he was stuck. 

Erasing what he'd scribbled, 
FOCK YOU, MR. SPUCK!!I 


SEND ME OFF TO GLORY IN A GLAD RAG 

CHORUS: Just send me off to glory in a Glad bag, 

Don't waste a fancy coffin on my bones; 
Just set me on the curb next Tuesday, 

And let the sanitation local bear me home. 

My family says that I should save my money 

So that I may be put away in style 

In a fancy box with lots of flowers and ribbons, 

And vacuum-sealed to keep me fresh a while. 

CHORUS 

Just sell all my worldly possessions, 

And buy yourself a case or two of Pabst. 

Let the empties be my memorial tombstone, 

And engrave them with this epitaph: 

CHORUS 

Now if I should die upon the eve of Christmas, 

Just place my baggy 'neath the Christmas tree; 

When the children come to open up their presents, 

The big surprise will be the death of me. 

CHORUS 

Now, I may not be bound for glory, 

But to that other place I would not choose; 

And if it seems that I'm headed that direction, 

Then an oven bag would be the thing to use. 

CHORUS 
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HOPE EYRIE 

(we ripped off Leslie Fish, againl ) 

Worlds grow old and suns grow cold 
And death we never can doubt-. 

Time's cold wind, wailing down the past, 

Reminds us that all flesh is grass 
And history's lamps blow out. 

But the Eagle has landed; tell your children when. 
Time won't drive us down to dust again. 

Cycles turn while the far stars burn. 

And people and planets age. 

Life's crown passes to younger lands, 

Time sweeps dust of hope from his hands 
And turns another page. 

But the Eagle has landed; tell your children when. 
Time won't drive us down to dust again. 

But we who feel the weight of the wheel 
When winter falls over our world 
Can hope for tomorrow and raise our eyes 
To a silver moon in the opened skies 
And a single flag unfurled. 

For the Eagle has landed; tell your children when. 
Time won't drive us down to dust again. 

We kr>ov well what Life can tell: 

If you would not perish, then grow. 

And today our fragile flesh and steel 
Have laid their hands on a vaster wheel 
With all of the stars to know. 

That the Eagle has landed; tell your children when. 
Time won't drive us down to dust again. 

From all who tried out of history's tide, 

Salute for the team that won. 

And the old Earth smiles at her children's reach; 

The wave that carried us up the beach 
To reach for the shining sun. 

For the Eagle has landed; tell your children when. 
Time won't drive us down to dust again. 




ENTERPRISE 

(To the tune of "Galveston") 

Enterprise, oh Enterprise, 

I still see your bridge lights flashing, 

I still hear your claxons blasting. 

As I watch you bum against the skv. 

I felt you die. 

I still see her gallant, never defeated. 

She saved our lives with this her final deed. 
And now I grieve. 

Enterprise, oh Enterprise. 

I still see your bridge lights flashing, 

I still hear your claxons blasting. 

As I watch you bum against the sky. 

I saw you die. 

And grown men cried 

At the death of Enterprise. 


FRIGCIN IN THE RIGGING 
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CHORUS: There was friggin in the rigging 

Wanking in the blanking 
Masturbating in the grating 
There was fuck all else to do. 


We sailed on the good ship Venus 
My god you should have seen us 
The figurehead was a whore in bed 
And the mast a ten foot penis. 


CHORUS 


The Captain's daughter Mable 
Was ready, willing and able 
To fornicate with the bosun mate 
Upon the forward chartroom table. 
CHORUS 


The captain of the lugger 
Was known as a filthy Bugger. 
Considered unfit to shovel shit, 
From one ship to another. 

CHORUS 

The first mate's name was Morgan. 
My god he was a gorgan 
He could play for half a day 
Upon the captain's organ. 

CHORUS 


The Captain's second daughter 
Swam naked in the water. 

With happy squeals while a school of eels 
Secured her neather quarters. 

CHORUS 

The Captain's wife was Charlotte. 

My god she was a harlot. 

Her thighs by day were lilly white, 

By morning they were scarlet. 

CHORUS 


The cabin boy was Ripper 
A nasty little nipper. 

He lined his ass with broken glass 
And circumcised the skipper. 

CHORUS 

The ship's cat*s name was Pudding. 

He crawled about intruding. 

That dirty cat would batty bat 
at everything protruding. 

CHORUS 

The ship's dog's name was Rover. 

We rolled that poor dog over. 

We rolled him round, that poor old hound, 
Until his days were over. 

CHORUS 


BLACK WIDOWS IN THE PRIVY 
(borrowed from Heather Jones) 


The second mate's name was Hopper. 

My god he had a whopper 

Once round the deck, once round his neck, 
And up his ass for a stopper. 

CHORUS 

A price crew was the purser 
I never saw a worser. 

He blew and screw around the crew 
Until we cried. "No more sir!" 

CHORUS 

The cook's name was McDivin 
My god he was a demon 
H fed his crew on menstrual stew 
And hymen's fried in semen. 

CHORUS 



Everyone knows someone we'd be better off without, 

But best not mention names, for we don't know who's about. 
But why commtkt a murder, and risk the fires of hell 
When black widows in the privy can do it just as well? 


Now poison's good, and daggers, and arrows in the back, 

And if you're really desperate, you can try a front attack. 

But are they really worthy of the risk of being caught 
When black widows in the privy need not be bribed or bought? 

So if there's one of whom you wish most simply to be rid, 

Just wait 'til dark, then point the way to where the widow's hid. 
And say to them, "I think you'll find that the one is the best," 
And black widows in the privy will gladly do the rest. 


















SISTERS DANCING TOGETHER (THE SISTERHOOD 
(dahced away from Fish) 


CASTAWAY 

(begged from Leslie Fish) 


Will ya come with me? Will ya come and sing? 

Heed not wind nor weather. 

Come and join the dancing ring, 

Sisters dancing together. 

When the leaves turn brown and the wind blows cold. 
Heed not wind nor weather. 

Round a roaring fire, our dance we'll hold 
listers dancing together. 

When the birds return and the Earth turns green, 
Heed not wind nor weather. 6 

Down by the brookside we'll be seen, 

Sisters dancing together. 

And when the summer's back again, 

Heed not wind nor weather. 

We'll dance barefoot in the ring, 

Sisters dancing together. 

When the harvest's in and the meal is ground. 

Heed not wind nor weather. 

We'll dance as we are hbmeward bound. 

Sisters dancing together. 

When the bread is baked and the board is laid. 

Heed not wind nor weather, 

We'll dance the dance our mothers made, 

Sisters dancing together. 

Wben the full moon shines on all below. 

Heed not wind nor weather. 

We'll dance the dances men don't know, 

Sisters dancing together. 

We'll dance our, joy, we'll dance our pain. 

Heed not wind nor weather, 

We'll dance our hope reborn again, 

Sisters dancing together. 

Will ya come with me? Will ya come and sing? 

Heed not wind nor weather. 

Coine and join the dancing ring, 

Sisters dancing together. 


Field of night. Flowers bright. 
None spell safety in my sight. 
Stars so clear. None so near 
I can hope to reach from here. 

Ship destroyed. Asteroid 
Bears my beacon in the void. 

No reply from the sky. 

Wait in hope...or wait to die. 

Call it fate. What use hate? 
Nothing now but sit and wait. 
Live or dead, all's been said. 
Watch the stars wheel overhead. 



STARWIND RISING 

.(stolen from Leslie Fish) 

CHORUS: And there's a starwind rising, 

Stretching skyward sails. 
Earthborn seeds fly outward — 
Let the stars bewarel 


I LEFT MY BOOTS . . . 

(ripped off Linda Lakin...the song, not the boo 

1 left my boots on Beringaria; 

Misplaced my shirt on Rigel IV. 

My Regulation socks and drawers 

Are somewhere in the stars 

All in a heap on someone's floor. 

By the door. 

I know you'll say, that it's quite shameful 
ror me to transport up half-dressed; 

But I must try to uphold my reputation 
As Starfleet's Stud 
I am . . . 

The Best 


Feel this stirring in the time-ripe world 
See old Gaia smile, 

Knowing the seed-pods will spring open 
In only a little while. 

CHORUS 

Ancient the long decree that held us 
Tied to the old world's ground 
Vast the ancient plan that leads us -- 
Children of Earth unbound! 

CHORUS 

Turn, you Lords of the endless starways, 

See your ways undone -- 

Gaia's variable children spring 

Irom their prison 'neath the changing sun 
CHORUS 

Fear the end so long awaited 

As the changeable kind breaks free -- 

Come to break your status into change, 

As it ever was meant to be! 

CHORUS 


ONE WAY TO GO 

(swiped from Diana G. Gallagher) 
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CHORUS: 

Well, there's only one way to go from here -- 
One way to go. 

It's logical. It’s clear. 

There's only one way to go from here. 

Without a doubt. 

The only way to go from here is out! 

Throughout history, man has sought prosperity 
By daring to challenge the unknown. 

Through the ages he's discovered, exploited and recovered 
All the riches of this planet for his own. 

Thus improving his condition he's confronted with decision 
Whatt o do about the future on a world that he's outgrown. 

CHORUS 

Overpopulation, unemployment and inflation, 

Destruction of the earth's ecology. 

And limited supplies of energy deny 
A base for developing third world industry. 

Starvation and proverty!, or wealth from technology? 

Expansion is the key to a healthy world economy. 

CHORUS 

Cars replacing horses, now petroleum resources 
Face depletion 'fore the century is through. 

And they're under the assumption that our energy consumption 
Can be met by synthesizing fossil fuels. 

Solor power's the solution, when considering pollution 
Or someday we might be frying in a cloud of CO 2 • 

CHORUS 

Breaking free of gravity, moving industry 
Beyond the planet surface into space. 

Lunar mines and factories, LaGrange point colonies 
Total productivity and nothing goes to waste. 

Solar sailing ships deployed to mine the asteroids 
Whle Earth becomes a paradise, her ugly scars erased. 

CHORUS 

Throughout the solar system man will spread and requsition 
All the elements of the planets and the moons 
More than just surviving, flourishing and thriving 
Until some future day when once again he faces doom. 

In a thousand years or two, he'll lamant, "Now what do do? 

We're exhausting our resources and we're running out of room . . . 

CHORUS 
CODA: 



Reach for the stars, they're not that far. 
Without a doubt, the only way to go from here, 
The only way to go from here, 

The only way to go from here -- is out! 
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FAME AND GLORY 

(to All the Gold in California") 

(swiped, with eternal thanks, to the 
Great Broads of the Galaxy) 

If you're dreamin' of fame and glory, 

Of other worlds with golden girls, 

Where people know your name. 

lace the challenge of a new horizon; 

For money or lust, it doesn't matter to us, 
Ihe Federation's a brand new game. 

The stars are filled with treasures, 
New aliens and pleasures, 

But every star that glitters, 

Wei 1, it's not gold, 

Now they've labeled me a hero 
But this life is next to zero. 

It could take a soul forever 
To find his way back home. 

If you're dreamin' of fame and glory, 

Of other worlds with golden girls, 

Where people know your name. 

Face the challenge of a new horizon; 

For money or lust, it doesn't matter to us, 
The Federation's a brand new game. 

If you're dreamin' of fame and glory, 

Of other worlds with golden girls, 

Where people know your name. 

Face the challenge of a new horizon; 

For money or lust, it doesn't matter to us, 
The »Federation's a brand new game. 

A brand new game. 



GOD LIVES ON TERRA 
(swiped from Julia F.cklar) 


I was born in Inverness, on the second day of spring. 

But my soul yearned to sail the stars, my heart did long to sing. 

So when I made my sixteenth year, I signed my life away. 

And flew out from this world, to which with joy I come today. 

Now somewhere in 8th Sector, there's a world called Haradiv. 

Where long ago the space-folk did decide the gods did live. 

And, aye, that world is heavenly, but Heaven it can't be, 

For my God made my heart, and made the land most dear to me. 

And God lives on Terra; in her lands of evergreen. 

Her silken skies over velvet vales, 

The most lovely I have seen. 

And when I watch a sunset fade from red to royal blue, 

I know God lives on Terra: She's His own dream come true. 

Now, I've seen the sun of Rakkis, and I've felt her golden sand. 

On Wrigley's I once won a bet, and I've held a Queen's fair hand. 

And I've nade love in the summer-snows of a Rigel mountain cap. 

And seen the universe unfold on Pern, from dragon-back. 

Yes, I've seen this whole grand Galaxy, and I thank the Lord for that. 
I thank God for the chance to go, and the chance to now come back. 

And I thank the Lord that I was born in the cradle of mankind. 

I love the God who mad® this world, whose beauty outlives time. 

And God lives on Terra; in the hearts and souls of men. 

Why search the stars for lost Eden's shores 
When He made her right at hand? 

The beauties of her blueness always moves my heart to tears, 

For God so loved Terra, that He chose to live right here. 

Yes, God lives on Terra; He lives and loves right here. 
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SPACE HERO 


By Leslie Fish, Julia Ecklar, 
and Anne Harland Parther 


Do you wanna be a hero in the sky? 

Do you wanna be a hero in the sky? 

High adventure, higher pay, 

Join the Space Marines today. 

Yeah, you can go and be a hero in the sky. 

Do you wanna wear a macho uniform? 

Do you wanna wear a macho uniform? 

Olive shirt and BVD's, 

Pants that bag around the knees. 

Yeah, we'll put you in a macho uniform. 

Do you wanna take a body-building course? 

Do you wanna take a body-building course? 

Our basic training tends 
To put muscles at each end. 

Yeah, we'll put ya through a body-building course. 

Do you wanna rise as early as the boids? 

Do you wanna rise as early as the boids? 

Well on that you'll have no choice, 

When you hear the sargeant's voice. 

You will always rise as early as the boids. 

Do you wanna eat exotic space cuisine? 

Do you wanna eat exotic space cuisine? 

Powdered eggs and wafer bar, 

Nameless stew and burger chow. 

Yeah, you'll always eat exotic space cuisine. 

Do you wanna have the latest weapons made? 

Do you wanna have the latest weapons made? 

Guns that jam and spray like hell, 

With your stocks made by Mattel. 

Yeah, you'll always have the latest weapons made. 

Do you wanna kiss some gorgeous foreign dames? 

Do you wanna kiss some gorgeous foreign dames? 

On a hundred worlds or more, 

There's just still one kinda whore. 

And that's all you'll see of gorgeous foreign dames. 
Do you wanna test the latest weaponry? 

Do you wanna test the latest weaponry? 

When on every other pass, 

One'll getcha in the ass. 

And that's how you'll test the latest weaponry. 

Do you wanna further medical research? 

Do you wanna further medical research? 

Between modern weaponry 
and the new kinds of VD, 

You will surely further medical research. 

Would you be young and handsome all your life? 

Would you be young and handsome all your life? 

Well, the odds are good that you 
Will be dead at twenty-two. 

So you will be young and handsome all your life. 

Now, hero is a four-letter word. 

Hero is a four-letter word. 

Just another type of bull 

Which you'll learn while in our school. 

Yeah, nero is a four-letter word. 

Hero is a four-letter word. 
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ALIEN 

(snitched from Chris Weber) 

(to the tune of "In the Jungle") 


CHORUS: Oooooooo. No one hears you scream. 

Oooooooo. No one nears you scream. 


In the spacecraft they call Nostromo, the Alien lurks tonight. 
In the spacecraft they call Nostromo, the Alien lurks tonight. 
Fiom a body, with teeth a-gnashin', the Alien burst tonight. 

From a body, with teeth a-gnashin', the Alien burst tonight. 
CHORUS 


2. They just answered a strange distress call, but sure regret it now. 
They just answered a strange distress call, but sure regret it now. 
To the face of the curious spaceman, the Alien stuck like glue. 

To the face of the curious spaceman, the Alien stuck like glue. 
CHORUS 


3. Through the airvents, with flamethrow'rs ready, 

they hunt the Alien down. 

Through the airvents, with flamethrow'rs ready, 
they hunt the Alien down. 

One by one in a gruesome manner, the Alien offs the crew. 

One by one in a gruesome manner, the Alien offs the crew. 
CHORUS 

4. In t^e spacecraft they call Nostromo, the Alien lurks tonight. 
In the spacecraft they call Nostromo, the Alien lurks tonight. 

CHORUS 

(ending scream optional!) 


SURPRISE! 

(Filched from Fish) 



CHORUS: Beep-Beep. Boop-Boop. Hello dere! 

Sputnik sails, giggling throught the skies. 

Red flags, red faces, jump in the race, as 

The Space-Age begins with a surprise. (Surprise!) 

Remember the Fifties -- those fat complacent days 
When the future seemed a century away. 

Then up went Sputnik; gave the world a butt-kick, 

And made it clear tomorrow starts today. 

CHORUS 

You generals once thought Von Braun a waste of cash, 

And Goddard needed treatment really bad. 

Then that global shot-put gave you a hot foot, 

And (Beep-Beep!) you're blasted off the pad. 

CHORUS 

Done for a threat, propaganda or prestige -- 
The point is, the thing was in the sky. 

It made the generals frown and put their money down, 

And meet that bet or know the reason why. 

CHORUS 

That's how it started, all those years ago: 

The push that got us climbing into space. 

Cynic beginnings, greed for big winnings -- 
But look at all we've gotten from that race! 

CHORUS 

Sputnik wore out and spiralled back to Earth. 

On re-entry it burned up very soon. 

Hail and goodbye to that goose in the sky -- 

And in twelve more years, a man walked on the moon. 

CHORUS 


THOSE WERE THE DAYS 


D 



Once upon a time there was a fandom. 

Trek was all we ate and slept and breathed. 

Now, my friends have gone to other fandoms. 

As the last Trek fan what's to become of me? 

CHORUS: 

Those were the days, my fen. 

Trek was the living end. 

We knew each episode and line by heart. 

And through the zines we read. 

We knew Trek wasn't dead. 

Those were the days. 

Oh, yes, those were the days. 

First Han and Luke and Leia flashed their lasers, 
And the Force soon lured some fen away. 

Than Starsk and Hutch, they burst into the picture, 
And captured hearts with hints of being gay. 

CHORUS 






Now they're popping up on every corner, 

Magnum, Dr. Who, and Hill Street Blues. 

And here's the latest overseas connection. 

The Professionals - Bodie and DoDo. 

CHORUS 

Can you think of where all this is leading? 

The very thought could turn your blood to ice. 

I'm on my knees, my hand are clasped, I'm pleading, 
That the next fandom not be Miami Vice. 

CHORUS 


BORN AGAIN TREK 

(swiped again from Julia Ecklar) 


I was with the Midwest crowd who stood in line for blocks; 

I cheered on the Reliant's end and I shed a tear for Spock's. 

And we talked for three days running of how Khan did push his luck. 

And I am saved ... I am saved ... I am saved! 

For the IDIC's still the way to Ghod; Spock's still logical, of course. 
And we've still got full main phasers, so tell me, who needs the Force? 
And if Buck thinks that he's the one with debonair and class. 

You just tell him we've got Admiral Kirk who still has a gorgeous . • • 
rank. 

And I am born-again ... I am born-again! 

Proud of my ship and all her men within. 

And I know again Trek fandom has been bom again. 

Thank Genesis and Meyer and the fen! 

So spread the word throughout the land, we know that Spock's not dead. 
And if they will not bring him back, we'll make Khan films instead. 

Dave and Saavik can co-star and Kirk can tag behind 

And even the bridge crev; can come 'cause this time they've got lines. 

And we're born-again ... we are born-again! 

It's time to show those Jedi where we stand. 

Sixteen years it's been, but now Trek has been bom again 
And I'm proud to be a born-again Trek fan. 
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MICHAEL O'MEARA 
(stolen from Clif Flynt) 


Oh, Michael O'Meara, the clock at the DewDrop Inn 
Tells you they've closed for the night. 

The wind through the winebottles, scattered around you, 
Goes bearin' your stench to the heights. 

Ahh, Michael, you've sure had a night. 


Now, shift through the shadows, tack homeward 'neath streetlights, 
Tack homeward with vigor and vim, 

A hand at your brow is uplifted with beer in, 

Salutin' good cheer and good gin. 

Ahh, Michael, you've done it again. 

So, sing us a song now, 0 Michael O'Meara, 

Sing loud so the whole town can hear. 

Sing strong 'til the Constables ring from the hilltops. 

And night-prowling cats disappear. 

Ahn, Michael, you We got such an ear. 


And softly you hear it now, Michael O'Meara, 

But soon it rings loudly and clear. 

And soon with a flashing and scream of a siren, 
A bright, blue police car appears. 

"Now, Michael," it says, "Come right here." 



Sleep deep once again, if you woke in the pokey. 
Sleep knowing you're in for the night. 

As long as the bars keep on closing 'fore sunrise 
And kicking you out before light, 

'Ti^ here that you'll end every night. 



FELLOWSHIP GOING SOUTH 
(snatched from Fish, again) 

What is courage now? 

Is it just to go until we’re done? 

Men may call us heroes when they can say we’ve won 
But if we should fail, how then? 

What is courage now? 

Maintains to our side, 

Standing like a wall against the sky, 

Show no path to let us through, yet still we search and try. 

Silver snow and stone, cold blue 
Mountains to our side. 

River from the pines, 

We can hear your echo far away. 

To your banks our step must lead. Help us on our way, 

We who know you lend your speed. > 

River from the pines. 

Star above the world, 

Seeing down the ways that we must go. 

Throw down light to guide a friend, or how else can we know 9 

If there's hope where pathways end? 

Star above the world. 

What is courage now? 

In the hope we know that holds us fast, 

Bear us to the final door and win us free at last 
Or we touch this world no more. 

What is courage now? 


YOU BASH THE BALROG 

(to the tune of "Waltzing Matilda") 

Once a jolly cleric, and a magic-using Elf 
And a might Dwarf with a sword plus three 

Left their native village, out to get their share of pelf. 

You bash the Balrog, and I'll climb the tree. 

CHORUS: You bash the Balrog, you bash the Balrog, 

You bash the Balrog, and I'll climb the tree. 

Left their native village, out to get their share of pelf. 

You bash the Balrog, and I'll climb the tree. 

First they met a Goblin, with a-fire-breathing Hound. 

They bashed, and they smashed, and they scragged him with glee. 

Afterwards they searched him, and a magic potion found. 

You bash the Balrog, and I'll climb the tree. 

CHORUS: ...Afterwards they searched him and a magic potion found, 

You bash the Balrog and I'll climb the tree. 

The low-wisdom Swordsman picked it up and drank it down. 

Changed to a wolf immediately. 

No one could dispel it, so they headed back toward town. 

You bash the Balrog, and I'll climb the tree. 

CHORUS: ...No one could dispel it, so they headed back toward town. 

You bash the Balrog, and I'll climb the tree. 

Then a loud voice bellowed, "Who has slain the Goblin King?" 

Round turned our heroes; what did they see? 

Swooping down upon them was a Balrog on the the wing. 

You bash the Balrog, and I’ll climb the tree. 

CHORUS: ...Swooping down upon them was a Balrog on the wing. 

You bash the Balrog, and I'll climb the tree. 

"Help!" screamed the Cleric. "Ditto!" yelled the Elven Mage. 

The wolf whimpered low, and he tried to flee. 

The Balrpg fell upon them, and his flames began to rage. 

You bash the Balrog, and I'll climb the tree. 

CHORUS: ...The Balrog fell upon them, and his flames began to rage. 

You bash the Balrog, and I'll climb the tree. 

WRITE IT ALL DOWN 

(To the tune of "Blow the Man Down") 

Come all ye fan writers and write one for me, 

Way, hey, write it all down. 

The deadline's approaching, my zine needs stories. 

Think of a plot and write it all down. 

Spock rapes the Captain, Pon Farr it must be. 

Way, hey, write it all down. 

Except done my Lezlie - it's insanity, 

Think of a plot and send it to me. 

Kirk and Uhura make love on deck three, 

Way, hey, write it all down. 

Sounds like it goes in Delta Triad Three, 

If that's you plot, don't send it to me. 

The shuttlecraft crashes, Kirk's squished like a pea, 

Way, hey, write it all down. 

Spock stops the bleeding miraculously. 

If that's your plot, no death must there be. 

Kirk, he is captured and enslaved, we see. 

Way, hey, write it all down. 

Spock buys him back, but he won't set him free, 

If that's your plot, then send it to me. 

The zine's at the printer's and they've raised their fee. 
Way, hey, write all down. 

I must have more orders, I'm in bankruptcy. 

Send me your checks, my zine must be freed. 



ro 
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the lord of the dance 

(pilfered from Cwudderan Pendaryth, Becky Darrow and Ann Cass) 

CHORUS: Dance, Dance, wherever you may be 

I am the Lord of the Dance, said he. 

I live in you if you live in me, 

Ahd I lead you all in the dance, said he. 

When s hL‘ danced on the waters and the wind was her home, 
jne Lady laughed and everything was born. 

And when she lit the sun and the light gave him birth, 

CHORUS r<J ° f Cie DanCe first appeared on the Earth. 

1 dance in the circle when the flame leaps high 
dance in the fire and I never, never die. 
dance in the waves on the bright summer sea, 
l‘or I am the lord of the wave's mysterv 
CHORUS 

I sleep in the kernal and I dance in the rain, 
ance in the wind and through the waving grain. 

And when you cut me down I care nothing for the pain, 
s P r ing I m the Lord of the Dance once again. 

U r i u K u S 

I dance at the Sabbat when you dance out the spell, 

I dance and sing that everyone be well. 

And when the dancing’s over, do not think that I am gone, 
lo live ls to dance, so I dance on and on. 

CHORUS 



The horn*of the Lady cast its sound cross the plain 
The birds took the note and gave it back again. 

’Til the sound of her music was a song in the sky 
And to that song there is one reply. 

CHORUS 


The moon in her phases and the tides of the sea, 

The movement of the earth, and the season that will be 

the rhythm for Che dancing and a promise through the years. 
That the dance goes on through our joy and tears 
CHORUS 7 ’ 


They danced 
They danced 
They danced 
And the day 
CHORUS 


in the darkness and they danced in the night, 
on the earth and everthing was light, 
out the darkness and they danced in the dawn, 
of their dancing still goes on and on. 


I gaze on the heavens and I gaze on the earth, 

Once I felt the pain and dying and rebirth. 

And I lift my head in gladness and in praise for the day 
Of the dance of the Lord and the Lady gay. ’ 

CHORUS J 






T* 





WITNESSES' WALTZ 

(words and music stolen from Leslie Fish) 

Twelve thousand, ha 1f-mi 11ion, million and more 
Picnicking out on the warm-water shore. 

Nobody notes that we're always at hand 

To watch all the space-ships that take off and land. 

Come along Harry and Mary and Joe. 

Pack up some lunches, and everyone go. 

Fill up the camper, drive down to White Sands, 

And we'll pour the champagne when the Space Shuttle lands. 

CHORUS 

It's the loveliest show on this Earth that you'll see; 

It’s living and real, not just tape-on-TV. 

So come to Canaveral, and bring lots of beer. 

When the space-ship takes off we'll all stand up and cheer. 

CHORUS 

Politicians ignore us, the media too; 

But if they don't notice, the ships always do. 

See her landing so lightly, you'd swear that she cares 
That she flies on two wings and a good million prayers. 

CHORUS 

So come let's go witness the take-off today 

While the world's biggest beach-party cheers her away. 

We'll bang the drums proudly and blow on the conch. 

Leave a sign on your door that just says "Out To Launch." 

CHORUS 


3 








A TOAST FOR UNKNOWN HEROES 

(What would we do without Fish to steal from?) 

CHORUS: Step by step the longest march can be won, can be won. 

Many stones can form an arch, singly none, singly none. 

And together what we will can be accomplished still. 

Many drops can turn a mill, singly none, singly none. 

A man is walking on the moon, with his eyes turned up toward space, 

And the bright blue world that watches him reflected on his face. 

The whole world sees the hero there, and the module crew also, 

But few can see the guiding team that guards him from below. 

CHORUS 

Here's a health to the man who walks the moon, and the module crew above, 
And the team that watches from the sky with worry, joy and love. 

To all who blazed the sky-trail, come raise your glasses 'round, 

And a health to the unknown heroes, too, who never left the ground. 

CHORUS 

Here a health to the ship's designers, and the welders of her seams, 

And all who man the radar-scan to watch our dawning dreams. 

For all the unknown heroes, sing out to every shore: 

"What makes one step a giant leap is all the steps before I" 

CHORUS 
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the OLD TREKKERS' home 

(borrowed from the GBOG's, bless them!) 

(To the tune of "Home on the Range") 


CHORUS: 

Come, come to the Home 

Where old Trekkers do happily roam. 

Ino our joints turn to rust, 

We still pant, we still lust, 

And we can't leave the Captain alone. 

Oh, give us a place 

Where old Trekkers can race; 

Where our phasers and fanzines survive. 
Screeching wheelchairs are heard 
Headed up by "The Bird" 

And our pacemakers keep us alive. 

CHORUS 

Oh, we write just for fun 

And each story that's done 

Delivers an unchanging dream. 

To a World Con we'll go; 

Win a Writer's Hugo 

And deafen you all with a scream. 

CHORUS . . ,the Doctor . . 

Give us a zine 

Where the villians are mean; 

^?i Kli !l g P nS are rou £h and uncouth. 
He'll kill and he'll rape 

And that's only his mate 

And you can't tell his lies from the truth. 

CHORUS . . .the Klingon . . . 

We Trekkers stand near, 

For our fanzines are here, 

Asking all that we meet, "Have you more?" 

Ir you ever so no, 

'Tis a terrible woe; 

We will throw you ri E ht out of the door. 
CHORUS . . . the Scotsman . . 


When we want to doze, 

We warm up our toes 

In a way you may never have seen. 

Tho it's very obscene 
We stick our toes in-between 
A prurient, hot K/S zine! 

CHORUS . . . the Russian . . . 

Oh, we travel no more 
But retirement's no bore 

Trekkers in charge at the Home. 

Up to V'ger we’ll beam 
F.very night, in a dream 
And thru space we will happily roam. 

CHORUS . . .the Helmsman . . . 

With paintbrush in hand, 

We roam o’er the land 

of’° W i" e Tl ' e !< arc tha t really is swell. 

Our charcoals are neat, 

And the drawings . . .’a treat, 

But our crayons are messy as hell. 

CHORUS . . .the Redshirts . 

Oh, give us a place 
To catch Spock face to face; 

Love his ears, love his eyes, love his lips 
Some say he's a jerk p 

But they didn't ask Kirk 

Whom he trust with his life and his ship. . 
CHORUS . . .the Vulcan. . 



FOR THE NEED OF THE ONE 
(borrowed from Julia Ecklar) 

You were there for those reasons uncounted; 

Through all trials by me you did stand. 

I was difficult, silent, and stubborn.’ 

And I wish I could now reach your hand. 

I am glad you respect ray decision. 

Although there was no decision to me. 

There were none left but old friends’and children. 

And I could not let their deaths wait on « 7 ie. • 

I am hurt by your tears, but I see they must fall. 

■L cannot take your sorrow away. 

But grieve not for my loss, for the choice was mv own. 
And we must all face death in our own way. ' 

So farewell, ray T’hy’la, my Captain. 

Though I shall never be far from your side 

r ? membe J and cherish the friendship’ 
mat I always found there in your eyes 


/ 


REST STOP 
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(bandited from Julia Eckler) 

CHORUS: And I'm looking for an asteroid named Rest Stop. 

Relief driver damn-well better be waitin' for me there. 
Cause after fifteen hours of bussin'. 

Ihird class cargo and riders cussin', 

I just might drive to blazes and not care. 

When I pulled ol 307 outta Marsport, 

The weather stations said storms all the way. 

They'd stuck me with a cargo of live chickens, 

A dozen drunken miners and five hung-over Shriners. 

Ihe brake jets' linings all were worn and pitted 
And the gasket on the cargo hatch was gone. 

I figured we could get as far as Phobos 

But l didn't think we'd get much farther on. 

CHORUS 

I trucked on up to Phobos on our last fumes 
And prayed their engineers could heal my jets. 

Cause storms had broke the locks and freed the chickens 

crappin' on the miners and runnin’ from the Shrine 
Til my jets were full of feathers and limp fezes, 
and the two latrines were backed up in the hall. 

Witn chicken crap and ore dust on my main bridge, 

I could only hope that Phobos begird my call. 

At 1 hobos port, they held me up in docking, (downwind) 
then stuck me off in Bay one-seventeen . 

Ihe Customs man walked in, breathed once, then fainted. 

I hen got up, ran out, and screamed for a fumigation team. 

Ant. the passengers ran through the door and jammed it. 

And it took a quarter-hour to haul them clear. 

I found a bar and broke some regulations, 

Then went out lookin' for an engineer. 

CHORUS & 

I found this Joe Von Kurgan on a barstool 
So drunk on coolant fumes he couldn't stand. 

I told him I could pay him in fresh chickens 
If he'd try to fix my drive so we could leave that port ali 
He staggered to my ship and stood there laughin’ 

While bedraggled, spaced-out chickens filled the air. 

He sat down on the nearest passed-out Shriner 
And he said, "Just shoot the ship. It's only fair." 

CHORUS 

I called the third shift office and they told me, 

Son, there's no replacement short of your next stop." 

I paid out four fat chickens for a patch job, 

Got my riders back on board, then in came seven more. 

God! They were Martian mercenaries, mean as cat dirt. 

And some damn-fool miner offered 'em a fight. 

Ihey were hacking though my back seats with machetes 
As I cleared that port and drove out through the night. 

1 locked the ports and holed up in the cabin 
And listened to the ruckus in the rear. 

Then I got a wild idea and cut the G-force 
And let folks and fowl and all, go mix-up in free fall. 

Now I nurse my rusty engines toward that asteroid. 

When they ask me what my cargo is, I'll say, 

"It's free-fall Martian stew and Chicken Gumbo." 

And that station better not be far away I 
CHORUS 
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WHEN WILL YOU TURN? 

(sneaked by Leslie Fish) 

CHORUS: When will you turn and believe what I offer you’ 

m aan '? S 5 °P lovin 8 for y°u deny. X 

NOC all the stars can undo that reality. 

When will you turn and believe me? 


And I e n£ y °V r hearC locked ° ut shadows begin. 

"P?J„ P r ° and y ° Ur “ alls cr y in 8 over again, 
ase open the gate, love, and let me come in." 

CHORUS 11 y ° U 3nd belleve rae? 

1 seen you as lonely as the stars where we fly 
Yet you never admit you're as lonely as I. 

Or that words from the heart are not always a lie 

CHORUS 11 * y ° U tUrn 3nd believe me? 

R, kn ?V that 1 've nothing to gain on this ride. 

Hut I ve gone beyond hope and I've gone beyond pride 
All I expect is to stand by your side P 

CHORUS 111 y ° U tUrn and believe me? 

Our worlds are as different as truth from a dream 
* ° , ood tbat mismatches in scarlet and grlln.' 

SC H, 1 ’ you re tbe be st thing that I've ever seen 
you turn and believe me? 

LHUKUS 

MARY O'MEARA 

(borrowed with great respect from Poul 

Mary O’Meara, the stars and the dewfal1 
Have covered your hilltop with light. 

The wind in the lilies that blossom around you, 
Goes bearing your name from the height, 
y S^rl, you are all of the night. 




A ship out of shadows bears homeward by starlight 
By stars and the loom of your hill 
A hand at a brow is uplifted in peering. 

Saluting and shaking with chill. 

My dear, are you waiting there still? 

}.■ ^ me a song about Mary O'Meara, 

With stars like a crown in her hair. 

Sing of her memory ranging before me, 
whatever the ways that I fare. 

My joy is to know she is there. 

The song shall ride home on the surf of the starlight 
And leap to the shores of the sky. scarngnt, 

Take wing on the wind and odor of lilies 
And Mary O’Meara-ward fly, ’ 

And whisper your name where you lie. 


So softly you hear it now, Mary O'Meara: 

But soon it comes joyful and clear 

And soon in the shadow and dew of your hilltOD 

A star guided footfall rings near/ P ’ 

My only beloved, I am here. 

sleep" knoiing nC you g are my EiiR* from your dreamin 8. 

As long af thl lifustloom'whi ^ 318 ^ *** heaVenS ' 
My darling, I kiss you goodnight. 
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The filking at IDICon will be done Southern-style. That 
means everybody gets to sing along!! 


This songbook is provided to give you the words to some of 
the Houston Group's favorite songs. If you have favorites 
that are not included, please feel free to bring them to the 
filking so we can all do them. (If we like them, we'll 
steal them!) 


JUST REMEMBER, IF YOU COME TO THE FILKING: 

VE HAF VAYS TO MAKE YOU SING!!! 


Copyright 1985 for the authors we stole everything from. 

All rights returned to them. This songbook was published 
for use at IDICon, Second, Houston, Texas, 1985, but if 
vou get your grimy hands on a copy and want to xerox if for 
your own" use, knock yourself out! UNDER NO CIRCUMSTANCES 
IS THIS SONGBOOK EVER TO BE SOLD!! 



UDICON,SECOND 


IDICon, Second Songbook compiled by Mamie Strom, Terry 
Martin and Barb Lewis. 
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HANDED FROM AHCO 

(filched from Leslie Kish) 

CHORUS: Anti we're banned from Argo every one. 

Banned from Argo just for having a little fun. 
We spent a jolly shorelonve there 
for just three days or four, 

Rut Argo doesn't want us any more. 


When we pulled into Argo port in need of R and R 
The crew set out investigating every joint and bar. 

We had high expectations of their hospitality, 

But found too late it wasn't geared for spacers such as we 
CHORUS 


The Captain's tastes were simple, but his methods were complex. 

We found him with five partners, each of a different world and sex. 
The Shore Police were on the way--we had no second chance. 

We beamed him up in the nick of time--and the remnants of his pants. 
CHORUS 

Our Engineer would yield to none at putting down the brew; 

He outdrank seven space marines and a demolition crew. 

The Navigator didn’t win, but he outdrank almost all, 

And now they’ve got a shuttlecraft on the roof of City Hall. 

CHORUS 

Our proper, cool First Officer was drugged with something green, 

And hauled into an alley, where he suffered things obscene ! 

He sobered up in Sickbay and he's none the worse for wear, 

Except he's somehow taught the bridge computer how to swear. 

CHORUS 

The Head Nurse disappeared awhile in the major Dope Bazaar, 

Buying an odd green potion "guaranteed to cause Pon-Farr". 

She came home with no uniform and an oddly cheerful heart, 

And a painful way of walking--with her feet a yard apart 
CHORUS 

Our lady of communications won a ship-wide bet 
By getting into the planet's main communications net. 

Now every time someone calls up on an Argo telescreen, 

Iho flesh is there, but the clothes they wear are nowhere to he seen. 
CHORUS 

Our Doctor loves Humanity; his private life is quiet. 

The Shore Police arrested him for inciting whores to riot. 

We found him in the city jail, locked on and beamed him free- 
intact except for hickcys and six kinds of VD. 

CHORUS 


Our Helmsman loves exotic plants; the plants all love him too. 

He took some down on leave with him, and we wondered what they'd do, 
'Til the planetary governor called and swore upon his life 

That a gang of plants entwined his house and then seduced his wife! 
CHORUS 


A gang of pirates landed, and nobody seemed to care. 

They stamped into the nearest bar to announce that they were there. 
Half our crew was busy therein, and invited them to play, 

Rut the pirates only looked at us, and turned and ran away. 

CHORUS 

Our crew is Starfleet's finest, and our record is our pride. 

And when we play we tend to leave a trail a mile wide. 

We're sorry about the wreckage and the riots and the fuss; 

At least we're sure that planet won't be quick forgetting us I 
CHORUS (Wonder why?) 
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